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too much over the difference between a turn and a wheel,
he shouted right turn in Amharic and right wheel in
French. Much difficulty was encountered in the swinging
of arms. The Abyssinian of Addis Ababa, who had long
admired the ceremonial parades of the Belgian military
mission, was obsessed with the combative value of stiffness.

When the recruits had been thoroughly grounded in
" Gra-Ken" (which they loved) they were taught to
emphasise the beat on the "Gra" by a sharp blast of the
whistle, made in Japan. I tried to use my camera : but
the corporal, who dreaded the publication of military
secrets, only allowed me to photograph his squad when I
had taken a flattering close-up of him whistling.

Idle infants watched the recruits at labour. Some joined
the ranks ; so far as I could see, anybody was welcome.
Up the street a tyrannical child with a little whip was
trying to discipline his friends in the universal Belgian
manner. Two dotards, long ejected from the squad for
slobbering on parade, followed the movements of their
juniors in feeble dumb-show. The preparations of Addis
Ababa for her mobilisation were truly general.

A parade in the grounds of the Little Gibbi next Thursday
gave me my first view of the Imperial Guard. Four
battalions, in khaki uniform, occupied three sides of a
square. There were now three battalions in the Emperor's
province of Harrar. That was the total of the Imperial
Guard, except for a ceremonial company of lancers who
appeared at this Addis review.

Training to increase the force had been going on in
Addis. Thirty-two new Ethiopian officers were sworn
in to-day, their hand on the colours. The Emperor, in
European uniform, rode round the ranks. The parade
work was excellent, and my friends told me that they
hoped to have ten thousand more ready on this model by
the time that the war began. I wondered whether they
would know much more than Gra-Ken.

For the first and last time when I was in Ethiopia, the
Emperor addressed the notables of the Empire in the
Parliament House on the plain below the Great Gibbi. He
travelled from the parade-ground in his Rolls-Royce.

The building was crowded with old counsellors, their